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fHAT MAKES AN ARMY? MOW 
BIG A PART DOES THE INDIVI- 
DUAL PLAY IN THE CO-ORDINA- 
TION OF AN EFFECTIVE 
FIGHTING FORCE? LEADERSHIP 
IS THE MOST POTENT DETERMI- 
NING FACTOR — BUT WHAT IS 
LEADERSHIP ? THE DEEP- 
THROATED BARK AND A 
ROAR ? OR THE FREE-AND- 
EASY SHOULDER SLAP OF 
A "PAL?* AS OUR STORY 
OPBHS, LEM CORBETT— AND 
"BAKER" COMPANY GET A 
TASTE OF SGT. MULVANEY'S 
LEADERSHIP , . . 




VA THINK WE'RE A BUNCH 
O' MOLES, OR SOMETHIN', 
SAR6E* MOW LONG WE 

GOTTA KEEP THIS UP* 
I'M BOSHBDH 



LISTEN, CORBETT— IF YA PUT HALF AS 
MUCH STEAM IN YER PlGGIN' AS Y'DO IN 
YER BELLYACNIN' YOU'LL BE THROUGH IN 
PLENTY OF TIME FOR THE NE XT -OS 

I GOT FER YA.' NOW,<?£r THE 
LEAD OUT J 





THERE AIN'T NOTHIN' UNDER- 
NEATH THAT THJCK SKULL 
EXCEPT DREAMIN' OP EXTRA 
WAYS OF BREAKIN' MY BACK' 
TELLlN' MM G'BYE SOME- 
DAY IS GONNA BE A 
PLEASURE — A REAL 
PLEASURE / 



"Qut about an hour later , 



...'COURSE I KNOW THIS NEWS 
IS GONNA BREAK yER HEARTS, 
BUT TRY AN' SAVE YER CRYIN* 
FER LATER .' YOU GUYS IS 
GETTIN' A NEW SERGEANT,' 
T'M BEING TRANSFERRED' 




NOW, BACK TO VER DJGGIN'— 
ALL OF YA.' I AINT SIVIN' NO 
SUBSTITUTE SERGEANT TH' 
CHANCE O 1 SAYtN' MULVANEY 
LEFT 'IM WITH A BUNCH O 1 
CIGAR-STORE INDIANS/ YOU 
IN PARTICULAR, CORBET!".' 
LEMME SEE SOME ACTION 
BEFORE I TAKE OFF/ 




OtFFERENCe.' 

EVEN THE^WS 

SWEETER 

WITHOUT 

MULVANEY 

AROUND 

TO FOUL 

IT UP.' 



YEAH ■ WELL, 
HERE COMES 
THE /V£*V 
SERGEANT, 
CORBETT/ 
MAYBE HE'LL 
SWEETEN IT UP 
SOME MORE 




WOULDN'T \ RELAX, MEN — 
V>KNOW j RELAX/ FIRST 
IT? NO ^THING WE GOT 
SOONER ~~^-v TO DO IS 
SETTLED THAN \ &ET T'KNOW 
ANOTHER SQUARE- J EACH OTHER.' 
HEAD.^.. y CAN'T DO 
THAT UNLESS 
WE TAKE OURSELVES 
SOME TIME/ 



NOW, LET'S HAVE YOUR NAMES 
. . REAL SLOW, SO'S I CAN 
OET 'EM/ AN' AS FOR YOU 
FELLERS— WELL, JUST CALL 
ME "MAC"/ WE'RE GONNA 
BE FRIENDS, SEE? REGULAR 
PALS / THAT'S HOW SERGEANT 
WILLIE MACPHERSON 
OPERATES/ 
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A WEEK LATgR 



...AN' Y'KNQn WHAT 
HE SAVS TO ME AFTER 
THAT, SlJRCH ? HE SAyS 
"TREAT MEN LIKE MfW 

is my motto.'" can 
y' imagine muivaney 
talkin' like that? 
i tell ya,thi5 
mac's a solid 
guy.' 



LOOK, CORBETT— 
I TOOK ENOU&H 
FROM VOU/ I'M — 




WE'RE MOVIN' OUT, FELLERS.' 
THIS AFTERNOON .' THE 
LOOTEN ANT'S ORPERIN' US 
UP TO TAKE THAT RIDGE 
THAT WAS GIVIN' YOU SO 
MUCH TROUBLE BEFORE I 
CAME ALONG J 




y'M£AN THAT 1 NOW DON'T 
LOUSy HUNK / GET EXCITED, 
O' GEOGRAPHY \ LEM .' THAT 
THAT'S BLOCKIN' \ GOES FOR 
UP THE CANYON *y THE REST 

of you 



NOW, LOOK— WE GOTTA 
SHOVE OFF IN A UTTLE WHILE, 
SO MAYBE yOU BETTER START 
GETTIN 1 READY, OKAY? AN' 
CHEER UP, PALS/ MAC'S 
GONNA &£ WJTH YOU — 
ALL TH€ WAY/// 




0D, "S"COMP/Wy MOVED OUT— AND THEY HAD 
The BREAKS. THEY TOOK THAT RIDGE IN LESS 
TIME THAN THEY THOUGHT, AND Ail THAT WAS 
LEFT TO DO WAS MAKE IT SECURE 



TAKE IT EASy, PAL/ WE ©OTTA HAVE 
THINGS SHIPSHAPE/ AFTER ALL, THIS IS 
THE ARMY/ DON'T FORGET THAT/ 



7 




WELL, NOW--- 
I ALWAYS SAY 
IF A PAL'S GOT 
SOME IDEAS 
MAYBE HE 
OU&HTA GET 
'EM OFF HIS 
CHEST,' 
PROVIDIN', 
THAT 15 
THEY'RE 
SENSIBLE 
I PEAS-' JUST 
GET-TIN ' ALL 
LATHERED VP 
NEVER DOES 



THAT'S JUST 
IT,' MAYBE 

IF WE'D 
GOTTEN 
INTO A GOOD 
LATHER/ WE 
WOULEWT HAVE 
TO BE THINKIN' 
ABOUT TAKIN' 
THAT RIPGF 
A&AtNJ 



WHO'S THINKIN' ABOUT lT z 
THERE ARE PLENTY MORE 
RIDGES.' WE'LL GRAB OFF 

ONE O'THEM.' 



NOW, FELLERS.. .> LOOK , 
IS THIS ANY WAY MACPHERSON 
FER PALS TO / — I'M ALL 
TALK THINGS / FOR THIS 




BUDDY-BUDDY 

STUFF WHERE 

/T SfEiOWeS— 

BUT WE'RE NOT 
AT A HIGH 
SCHOOL DANCE/ 




,4m? about thirty seccwos later... 



NOW, LISTEN T'ME, YOU GUYS . . . AN' GET 
THIS SOAKEP UP BETWEEN YER EARS.' THINGS 
IS GONNA BE DIFFERENT AftOUNP HERE — 
STARTtN' NQ¥V* 




WE'RE GONNA HAVE CLOSE-ORDER DRILL 
EVERY MORNIN'.' TWO HOURS — BEFORE 
CHOW/ WE'RE GONNA HAVE RIFLE PRACTICE, 
BAYONET PRACTICE — RUNNIN', WALKIN'-AN' 
DIGGIN' PRACTICE .' EVERYTHfN' EXCEPT 
SIEEP/N' PRACTICE / AN' WHEN YOU'VE 
LEARNED HCW T'BE SOIO/ERS AGAIN — 
WE'RE GONNA PRACTICE TAKiN* BACK 
THAT RlOGE UNTIL WE SET IT* 




I DON'T HEAR NOTHIN' FROM YOU, CORBETT.' 
WHAT'S A MATTER? Y'AIN'T FORGOT HOW 
TO PRACTICE GRIPIN' HAVE VA ? . < 

JUST 
THINKIN' 5ARGE/ 
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ftESEND MAS IT THAT 
WHEN CONFRONTEP BY AN 
ENEMY, TOE OSTRICH 
BURIES ITS HEAP IN THE 
SANE?. BUT PRIVATE SIP 
ROTHBLATT INSISTED HIS 
VERSION OP THE FABLE 
WAS THE CORRECT ONE . 
TO HIS PARTNER. "SKi; 1 
HOWEVER, IT WASN'T 
ANY MYTH. NOW WE 
SEE THEM IN THE MlPST 
OP A TCWRIP BATTLE ... 







0^NP THAT NIGHT, AFTER. THE HEAT 
OF THE. BATTLE HAO OlEO OCW/V... 





NAME WAS NECME 

anp he was as cure 

AS AN OSTRICH COULP 
BE. HIS MOTHER WAS 
VERy PROUP OF HIM 
BUT LITTLE NECKIE WAS 
AWFUL IY INQUISITIVE 



, ever/if PlAYiNG ONE i^? 
NECKIE SAW SOMETHING 

J r«4r puzzled him . it was 

'HANGING FROM A TREE.. ' 



"...ME PECKED AT IT, BUT IT 
WOULDN'T /HOVE — SO NSCKiE 
KEPT RECKING AT IT, tJHTlL 
AIL OF A SUPPEN... " 




. HE PUT A HOLE IN IT, ANp DISCOVERED 
TO HIS HORROR. THAT HE MAO COME 
ON A HORNET'S NEST'" 



WE HORNETS SWARAtEP Our OF THEIR DAMAGED 
WE, AND ZOOMED AFTER THE FLEEING NECKtE / 
THEY WERE- WELL, MAPPER THAI* HORNETS ' " 




fRANTfCAUy, NECKIE LOOKED 
?OR A PLACE TO HIDE BUT 
THERE WAS NONE 




...SO HE PLUNGED HIS HEAD 
INTO THE SAND! BUT THAT 

didn't bother the hornets 
they descended cw 
neckies fluffy plumage 
with a vengeance /," 



PON'T EVER LISTEN TO THOSE 
HUMAN 3E/NGS NECKIE < WE 
OSTRICHES ONLY PUT OUR 
HEAPS IN THE (3ROUNP FOR 
fOOOf NEVER TON tO€.* 
THAT'S JUST 
A MY7N/. 




^ 



^ SORRY LITTLE OSTRICH 

\ WHO WAS NLIRSEP 8/ 
/ HIS ANOTHER THAT 
I NI6HT/ ANP SO, NECKTIE 
\LEARNEP HIS LESSON 

v.o 




ffna POLLOWIN& MORNING-... [ 

GEE, THAT WAS A GOOD "\ 
STORy, SIP.' I PKEAiWEP J 




a few minutes iater... 



WHERE'S 



3? 



E STAYED 7D 

COVER US, SKI/ 

THEN SOME REE7S 





GuTNUMBSRSD, ONE. MAN WOUNPED, SKI TAKES OVER, 
ME PEClpES TO OZCLE AROlmD TO WE COMPANY & POSIT/ON.. 

LISTEN TO 'EN\ VELLIN'/ 
THEY THINK THEY GOT 
US TRAPPED' 



/ WE'LL 8E OKAY 
7 IF WE CAN MAKE 
( IT TO THAT , 
V TALL GRASS ' 





I CAN HEAR TH' ) I POH'T GET IT, SKI / 
REPS SHOUTIN ' < WHAT'S THE DEAL ? 



J&FTER A P£W FRAHTIC /MOWavrS... 




SACK AT CAMP.. 



lOU U5EC? IMA6I NATION AS WELL 
AS COURAGE .' A GOOD COMBINATION 
FOR A SOLDIER. TO HAVE WHEN HE'S 
IN A TI&HT SPOT' i 



WHATEVER SAVE 



YOU THE I PEA OF THE 
DUMMY, SKI ? 





REMEMBER LITTLE "NECKIE? 
SIP? HE WAS A "DUMiVW," 
RIGHT? HE HAP HIS HEAP WELL 
1 USED THE SAME GIMMICK--' 
ONLY FOR ME IT WORKBO* 





J^AIO SO THAT NIGHT... 7 






7ui/y his stcA/es not &** ts> 
ski. but to the whole company.' 

AND THEY LtSTENEQ PAH INTO 
THE NIGHT --AS MEN HAVE SINCE 
THE 8E&INNIN& OF TIME ' 



7Jte ZkaL 
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GlJoe's 



en Pals 





Our g.i/s in korea wantanp 
ncep mail. the lfa5t we can do 
is to fill this simple request 

this 19 youn pasc. evedv ' 

«ONTH, LETTERS FROM OUR 
REAPERS WILL BE PUBLISHED 
'N *■ J. «/04" ON THIS OUR "PEN 
PALS'PASE, S.I/S WHO ARE 
INTERESTED CAN CONTACT THE 
COWCSPONP5NTS WE IIST 



LUCY D'ATTILIO. 112 LANGLEY ROAD, 

NEWTON CENTRE 59, MASS 16 years 

old, 5 feet, 3 inches tall. Brown hair and 
brown eyes. Hobbies : cooking, sewing, bowl- 
ing, and dancing.. . "If I can send some cheer 
to some G. I.," Lucy writes, "then it would 
make me very happy." 

• * • 

DONNA MAE ALLEN, 327 NORTH MISSION 
ST., COUNCIL GROVE, KANSAS ... 17 years 
old, 5 feet, 4 inches tall. Brown hair and blue 
eyes. Hobbies: skating, baseball, dancing, 
and bowling. "I am writing to a boy in the 
Navy," writes Donna. "There are many boys 
who don't receive mail. I would like to help." 

* * * 

GLADYS BUCKER, 343 CREW ST., AT- 
LANTA, GEORGIA ... 21 years old, 5 feet 2 
inches tall. Brown hair and blue eyes. Gladys 
writes, "I would like to be a pen pal." 

EILEEN PUTNAM, SIS S. COMMERCE, 
LEWISBURG, OHIO ... 21 years old, 5 feet, 
5 inches tall, weighs 130 pounds. Brown hair 
and gray eyes. "I like swimming, fishing, 
skating, and I love dancing," says Eileen. 



MARIE WEIS, 307 WEST ROCKLAND ST., 

PHILADELPHIA, PA. ... 17 years old, 5 feet, 
5 inches tall, weighs 119 pounds. Light brown 
hair and blue eyes . . . Her friends call her 
"Kitten." Marie says, "... I like writing let- 
ters, especially to servicemen who are doing 
such a wonderful job overseas. I hope that I 
will hear from some of you fellows." 

* * * 

JEANETTE WARNER, 687 HUMPHREY, 
BIRMINGHAM, MICHIGAN ... 18 years old, 
5 feet, 3 inches tall, weighs 125 pounds. 
Brown hair, blue-gray eyes. "I would like 
very much to write to a young fellow," writes 
Jeanette. 

* •*• * 

J U ANITA CATLEV, 183 FAYETTE ROAD, 
MOUNTAIN VIEW, N. J. ... 17 years old, 5 
feet, 2 inches tall. Blonde hair, blue eyes. 
Juanita likes to write and would love to cor- 
respond with some G. I.'s. 

* * * 

MRS. LOUISE HAVEUN, 46 E. E. HOME. 
BILOXI, MISS. . . . Mrs. Havelin wants to 
write to G. I,'s. She knows from experience 
how badly the boys want mail. She has one 
son in the Air Force, and another aon served 
in the Navy for four yean. 



MARY COOLEY, 1922 S. SANTA FE, OKLA- 
HOMA CITY, OKLA 17 yeares old, Mary 

wants to correspond with G. I.'s "That's the 
least I can do to help" she writes. 

• * • 

BETTY BORTLE, RTE #1, HALE, MICH. 

... & feet, 4 inches tall,* weighs 118 pounds. 
Brown hair (shoulder length) and blue eyes. 
■'1 love to write letters, and if I can make one 
soldier happy, then I'd consider it a job 
well done." 

• * * 



SHIRLEY McLEAN, WOODBRIDGE, ON- 
TARIO, CANADA . . . fi My friends and I want 
to write to boys in the Service. We all know 
how much mail from home means to the 
0. I.'s. Please write and we will answer." 



• * * 

RAE JEAN CLARKE. RT. 2, BOX 690. 
MARYSVILLE, CAUF Rae writes, "Sol- 
diers in Korea like to receive mail and I 
would like to write to them. Especially those 
that get little or no mail. I would like to do 
my share... P. S. My friends call me 'Rusty." 



SHIRLEY MILLER, 1802 AVENUE F, COUN- 
CIL BLUFFS, IOWA ... "I would love to hear 
from any soldier," Shirley writes. "I will an- 
swer every letter I receive." 

• • * 

BEVERLY BARTYZAL, 106 4th ST., N. E„ 
NEW PRAGUE, MINN. ... "My hobby for 
the last four years has been writing to fel- 
lows in the Service, Many of the boys I write 
to are over in Korea.. I would like to write to 
some more G, I, "a." 



• • • 

SHIRLEY HESTER, P. O. BOX 294, FTTZ. 
GERALD, GEORGIA ... 17 years old, 5 feet, 
3 inches tall, weighs 109 pounds. Blonde hair, 
blue-gray eyes. Shirley loves to dance, sing, 
and keep house. "My girl-friend and I have 
launched a 'letter - writing - to - Servicemen 
campaign'." Shirley says, "We'd like corres- 
pondent!." 

* * * 



# * * 

ROBERT MCENTERFER, R. R. 8, ST. JO- 
SEPH, MISSOURI ... "I saw your G. I. JOE 
Pen Pal page, and thought I would write 
you," says Robert. "I would like to receive 
mail from a G. 1. in Korea." 



RUBY SIMMONS, R. R. #1. PORTAGE- 
VILLE, MISSOURI ... "I hope to make many 
friends by writing to some boys in Service. 
I hope that some boys will enjoy reading my 
letters. I would like to receive snapshots of 
the G. I.'s who would like to correspond with 



This Is your page— Send us your letters 



ri 



"HERE COMES A TIME IN EVERY MAN'S 
LIFE WHEN HE TARES STOCK OF HIMSELF 
WINDY 8RAG& AND yVH/TEY HICKS, THE 
YAROBIRDS, ARE NO DIFFERENT. THEY, 
700, THINK OCCASIONALLY OF THEIR 
FUTURE, JUST AS THEY'RE DOING NOW. . . 



A^rmsmiL 



you'RE right, whitey/ 

ALL WE HAVE TO PO TO 
STOP BEING yARDBIRDS 
IS CLEAN OUR RIFLES, 
POLISH OUR BUTTONS, 
PRESS OUR UNIFORMS... 




MEANWHILE. . . 

HIS EXCELLENCY, 
THE PANTA&OIMIAN 
FIELD MARSHAL .' 





1 \ "" 

^ Oo u o 

0*4' * °°° 





hey, pull up over here/ 
we've got to take this 
feller for a ripe .' < 


^ I THOUGHT \ 

/ HE WANTEP ) 

TO WALK / 7 




J K^ 1 


ZjfaSrf 
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>CO/V. 





WELCOME, FIELD 
MARSHAL/ WE 5ALUTE 
OUR FAITHFUL ALLY.' 




SURE WE OOJ 
ANP WE'RE 
KEEPING- YOU 



EeEk! THESE X WHAT?/ 
PI&'S FEET ARE YOU MO 

5TILL ALIVE f JL* AGAIN ' 




A PTER THE YARPBIRDS ARE SENT TO THE 

HOOSEGOW. t 

COLONEL FUMES, THE 
REAL PANTAOONIAN FIELD MARSHAL 
WAS KIDNAPED/ HE JUST GOT FREE AND 



THUNDERING 
TANKS/ THEN 
THOSE YARDBIRDS 
WERE RIGHT* 





&ATBR . 



I PONT set 



HE'S AN ALLY WHEN WE .SAY 
HE'S THE ENEMY/ WHEN WE 
SAY HE'S AN ALLY THEY 
SAY HE'S THE ENEMY.' TH/S 
MAN'S ARMY'S TOO MUCH 
FOR ME . . . LET'S RESIGN 1 



rrTX 

5AY 1 
VE J 



WELL. DON'T 
WORRY, WE 
WON'T BE 
BOTHERED 
BY THAT 
CHARACTER 





DEAR GERTRUDE 



Somewhere in Korea 

March 21, 1953 
Dear Gertrude, 

Boy! Some sergeants shouldn't ought to be in 
charge of men. Being in a responsible job, I mean. 
They just don't know how to treat men. Not a I] 
of them, mind you, but this certain sergeant of 
Company "A" (that's my outfit) sure don't. His 
name's got to remain kind of secret, you know, 
'cause it ain't nice to talk about guys, but his first 
name begins with a "U" and his second with a "S " 

No, honey, he ain't Uncle Sam, and I can say 
from experience that he's » darned bad nephew 

Let me tell you how it all started, Being thai 
today »s what it is, March 21st, the first day of 
Spring, I got to thinking of you — even more than 
I do regular. So me and Orville Cot, who was hap- 
pier than all of us that it was getting warmer be- 
cause he can't take the cold weather nohow, we 
decided to go out and pick some flowers. Orville, 
he wanted to run right out without the Sarge's 
O.K., but me, I said. "No, sir, Orville. This is the 
Army and we gotta do things right." So we went 
to Sergeant Scolians — oops, I let his name slip on i 
On second thought, it don't matter much 'cause 
he's a dirty enake-tn-the-grass, and I told him that 
to his ugly face. And in case you want to know. 
Babe, his first name is Ulysses. You know me real 
good, honey— I don't hide my feelings from any- 
one. That's what the psychiatrists always told us 
back in Stateside "Don't hold nothing back ■." 

Well, [ went to Sgt. Scoluns 

Say, honey; I gotta close now. Orville just told 
me there's a big poker game over m "B" Company 
area. You know how I'm saving to buy you that 
ring I promised you two years back when 
agreed to became my fiancee- Now I'm gonna win 
enough money to buy it. 

Ill write tomorrow and let you know how 
much I won. 

xxxxxxx (That means kisses) 
Your ever lovmg husband-to-be, 
Sam Cosgrove, Pvt., U. S. Army 
* * * 

Somewhere in Korea 

~ - , March 22, 1953 

Dear Gertrude, 

Well, as I was saying yesterday, I went to Sgt. 

Scoliaris, and— Gosh! 1 know I can't put anything 

.n-er on you. I got to confess. Babe— I lost "all mv 



money. But you know me real good. I'm the best 
poker player around, but you can't win when some- 
one is cheating. I wouldn't want to make an out- 
and-out accusation, but someone had to be cheat- 
ing on account of I never lose at poker, I guess that 
five-'n'-dimt nng will have to last a few more 
months. I hope you didn't throw it away after my 
last letter. And you said if you used plenty of soap 
the green came off your finger all righr. 

Well, to get back to Sgt Ulysses Scoliaris. I 
went to see him and said, "Sarge, Private Cot and 
me want a special favor. Being that it's Spring, we 
want permission to go pick some flowers." 

Boy! He started cussing and swearing, and yell- 
ing and screaming like you never heard — and I 
hope you never do hear words like that. But sud- 
denly, he quieted down. He wiped his fat bald head, 
and then he said, "Gee, Private Cosgrove, I'm aw- 
ful sorry I lost my temper. Please forgive me. I'll 
tell you what I'm going to do." All the time he 
talked, I noticed he was rattling something in his 
pocket. It made a clicking noise, and he must have 
liked the feel of whatever it was, 'cause I'm damed 
if he wasn't smiling. 

Then he told me to sit down on his foot locker, 
real polite. "Cosgrove," he said, "I'm going to let 
you do some picking— right now." And that was 
when he brought out what he'd been rattling in bis 
pocket: Three walnut shells cut in half, and a 
dned-up pea. He put them on tlie foot locker, and 
began sliding them around like lie thought hr 
was mixing them up " f want vou to watch me real 
close," he said, "and if you can tell me where the 
dried pea is wh^n I take my hands away, you and 
Private Cot can go pick all the flowers you want." 

Well, you know me. Gertrude, I watch things. 
Remember the time your mother's beads broke, 
and I watched where every one of 'em rolled? Weil, 
same as then, all I did when Sgt. Scoliaris took his 
hands away, was point out to him which walnut 
shell wit covering the pea. Of course, I wit right, 
and he seemed surprised. Sort of disappointed, too, 
like he thought it should Ve been hard to do. 

"Okay, Cosgrove," he said, while he picked Up 
the shells, "a bargain's a bargain. You and Cot can 
go pick your flowers." 

I can sure tell you, Gertrude, right then is when 
I decided Sgt. Scoliaris was a decent man. He 
WMn'i gonna hack down on his word, no siree H- 
even invirrd mr to come and see him again. 



■U* 



Well, while Orville and nie were nut picking the 
flowers I told him jbout it, and about how Sgt. 
Scolians had turned out to be a square-shooting, 
honorable guy. But when I told him about being 
invited back, Orville quit picking and gave me a 
awful funny look. "For what?" he asked, and I 
told him for just another friendly visit I guessed. 
Then I told him about the three walnut shells, and 
how it was on account of me rinding the dried pea 
so easy, and Sgt. Scoliaris being so honorable 
about his word, that we were out picking flowers. 

Orville went right on with the funny look. "Did 
the Sarge say anything about bringing your money 
when you go visit him again?" he asked. I'd no 
sooner told him of course, when all of a sudden, 
Orville was laughing like I had never heard him 
before. "The shell game!" he said, and dropped all 
the flowers he'd picked so's he could slap his knee 
"Boy!" he said, "are you a sucker!" 

Now, you know me, Gertrude. I'll take a lot 
from a friend, but Orville didn't stop there. He be- 
gan calling the Sarge some things that were even 
worse, and I got sort I ain't one to stand around 
while a honorable man gets called nasty names. 

I told that awful Orville a thing or two, believe 
me, including that he sure wouldn't be my buddy 
any more, now that I'd found out how he felt 
about fair play, I walked away, leaving him right 
where he was. He called after me, but — 

Oops! A jeep just pulled in full of big brass ( high 
ranking officers, honey) and we all gotta fail out. 
I'll finish this tomorrow. 

xxxxxxx (That means kisses) 
Your ever loving husband-to-be, 
Sam Cosgrove, Pvt., U. S. Armv 
* * * 

Somewhere in Korea 
Dear Gertrude, March 23, 1953 

I've made up my mind, honey, I'm gonna finish 
rellin'you about that snake-in-the-grass,Sgt. Ulys- 
ses Scoliaris, in this letter, even if it means I gotta 
miss chow. 

Maybe you wonder about why I call him a 
snake-in-the-grass again today, when yesterday I 
admired him so much. And even lose my best 
buddy because I took his part. Well, I'm trying to 
explain it just like it happened, and that's the 
way it was. 

You see, after I walked away from Orville Cot, 
I was so sore at him over the unsportsmanship 
way he'd acted that I went right back to see Sgt. 
Scoliaris. After all, I'd been invited, and I was feel- 
ing low, along with being sore. 



The Sarge didn't seem very surprised that 1 came 
back so quick He was real friendly, and took time 
ro ask about our flower picking even before he took 
the three walnut shells out of his pocket. He 
laughed like anything when he mixed 'em up and 
I located the dried pea for him every time. "You're 
a smart one, Cosgrove," he said, and I thought 
about how square-shooting he was to tell me so. 
"Got any folding stuff you'd wanta risk?" he asked, 
and rubbed his thumb over his fingers. 

"You mean bet you I can find the pea?" I said 
to him, at the same time getting up my last rwo 
bucks which I hadn't bet in the poker game. 
"Sure," he said, and then he looked at the money. 
"That all the dough you got? "he asked. I told him 
it sure was, until payday, and reminded him about 
the poker game. "Well, Cosgrove," he said, "your 
credit's good around here, an' payday's comin' 
along." He already had the shells mixed up again 
Well, this is the hard part to write, Gertrude, 
and I wouldn't blame you if you didn't believe me, 
but you know me good, and how I'd never tell a 
honest-to-gosh made-up lie. In maybe a hour's 
time, I had enough money won (using my credit, 
of course) for you to really throw away that five- 
V-dime ring. I even had the letter all written out 
in my head how 1 was gonna tell you, but, all of a 
sudden, the dried pea wasn't where I knew I'd seen 
him put it. It wasn't even under the shell next to 
it. It was under the one on the other end 

I rubbed my eyes and watched even closer, but, 
honey, I gotta tell you I never did find that pea 
again. Sarge had a pencil ready for my I. O. U. 

Next to having to wait for a lot more paydays 
now, before I can get your ring, what I feel worst 
about is how decent Orville Cot's been ro me. And 
after the way I treated him, too. He explained 
those shells to me, but he never once said: "If you'd 
just listened to me!" That's the difference, honey, 
between a square-shooting, honorable soldier and 
a fat snake-in-the-grass sergeant- But I ain't dis- 
couraged, Gertrude. Orville just told me "B" Com- 
pany's having another poker game tonight, and 
he's gonna stake me. I'm a lucky guy — having a 
fiance^ like you at home, and a buddy like Orville 
out here. 

xxxxxxx (That means kisses) 
Your ever loving husband-to-be, 
Sam Cosgrove, Pvt., U S Army 



The character Sam Cosgrove is fictitious. Any 
resemblance to actual parsons, living or dead, 
is purely coincidental 
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JAR IS A COMPOSITE OF 
MANY' THINGS: BRAVERY A[\lP 
FEAR; AGONY ANP LAUGHS; 
VICTORIES AND PEFEATS. 
SOME MEN SEEM TO HOLP 
DOWN THE "GLAMOUR" JOSS. 
WHIte SOME SEEM TO GET 'THE 
SHORT ENP:' BUT WHETHER 
IT COMES WRAPPEP IN MUP 
OR BORNE ALOFT ON CLEAN 
SILVER WINGS, WAR BRINGS 
THE SAME HUMAN EMOTIONS 
TO THE HEART OF- EVERV 
F»GHTlN& MAN.... 




£Q£A#wm£, BACK AT TH£ BASE, 





patrol 71... patrol 71... come in, patrol 7). 
repeat... 'seven miss have spottep you., 
are giving chase... trouble with right 
rtjdper (' give position, patrol 71. 

PATHOL ft* CAN VOU HEAR ME...T 




THAT'S MAJOR 
MERRILL.' HE'S 
IN TROUBLE.' 




PATROL 71... WHAT'S 
THAT...? CAN >OU 
HEAR MS, PATROL 

7i . ? mmoL 7/.. 




KEEP TRYING, 
SERGEANT/ 
MERRILL WILL 
GET THROUGH 

ME HAS TO 

/tetu/LO his 



I] 



IF 



PATROL 71.. CAN YOU HEAR. 
MET >OU'RE COMING 
THROUGH FAINTLY... KEEP 
TALKING... YOU'KB FAPlNG-.. 
PATMOL 71... PATROL 71. 



...HE SAIL? HE WAS IN 
A SPIN, SIR/ THEN 1 
LOST CONTACT/ 





0&M OVER WILP MOUNTAIN 
TERRITORY, MAJOR CLAY MERRILL 
FIGHTS FOR HIS LIFE... 



YOU CAME OUT OF THAT 
SPIN, BABY/ C'MON, MOW — 
KgSP THAT RUDDER 
LOOSE/ YOU CAN CO IT/ 




ffNSTRVMBNTS WHIRLING — AND FI&HTIN& SLUGSI5H 
£ONrfZ»LS, M1J&R MERRILL FINALLY LEVELS HIS 
JET IN THE G»AY HEART OF THE CLOUP BANK BUT. 





VOU THINK YOU'VE LOST THE MISS.../ 
<500V WORK, MAJOR... TRy ANC? 
KEEP OPEN FOR CONTACT... ' 




AMI 




%UP9ENL\ 





But. 




<S>UT OF CONTROL NOW, MAJOR MERRnfS JET ...ANp THEN INTO A 0£APtY SPIN . 
SCREAMS INTO THE BEGINNING OF AN OUTSIDE 




._ LITTLE LATER... 

AF,"".AIF THERE'S 
rtUCH USE 

MAJ.Q - MERRILL'S 
LAST (CONTACT 
WAS TKAT HE'P... 



TMAT5 AW BABY, 
CAPTAIN .' TH' MAJORS 
BRINGIN'SR IN. 




WHAT CD \I BEEN OVER. EVERY INCH OF THAT 
XXI MEAN, ) PLANE, SIR- ANC? SOMETHtN 
•BOTH' J^FiXEP IT/ IT'S LIKE I'VE ALWAYS 
OF us r T 5A iC>.' THERE ARE TWO OF YOU IN 
' EVERY JET THAT GOES UP.' THE 
PILOT- AN' A KIND OF EXTRA SOME- 
TH/N' that GOES ALONG for. th' 
RIPE / LOOKS TO ME LIKE YOU 
FOUND YOURS TODAY/ VOW WOWT 
CO*l£ «OM£ ALONE! 



Meanwhile, back in the muP... 



ANOTHER ONE O' THOSE CUSHY 
JET JOBS, BURCH.' GET A LOAD 
OF IT, WILL YA? LIKE A LOUSY 

TAXI-CAB! ALL THEY . S 

GOTTA DO UP THERE } AW, 
IS SIT BACK 
AM' LISTEN TO 
THE METER 
TICK/ 



GRASS* 

ARE YOU OFF 
YER ROCKER? 

ALL THERE IS 
IN THIS WAR-- 

IS MOP// 




FROM VENICE-GAY CITY OF MUSIC, 

SONG AND ROMANCE COMES THIS REPLICA 

OF A FAMOUS ROYAL ART TREASURE 

bawl! *■ 



; GUARANTEE! 



YOU PLAY A 
INSTANTLY 

-OR IT COSTS YOU 
NOTHING! 



WSfRUME 



n 




NO PRACTISING! NO EXERCISES! 
NO LONG, BORING LESSONS! 
NOTHING TO LEARN OR MEMORIZE! 



Just match COLOR GUIDES 

on GONDOLIER with COLOR NOTES 

on SONG SHEET and you're playing 

POPULAR SONGS and FAMOUS CLASSICS! 

Without Knowing A Single Noto of Musk 

YOU INSTANTLY PLAY ON SIGHT. 

IO lIMPU-fVEN A CHltD CAN PLAY THE SAME OaY< N..or aafara 
ho; H htu to ooiv lor t nrf oa t of mil ogn Is blicni gn octomptlih* J 
aWdan on Hid btoutiiui ion, a injtnraiariU No oth.r malhod ton guar- 
ania* to ha»a you ploying Ih* Gondolier Ih* intranr you pick il upl 
DlfCOVIK NIW POPUlAJUTT-.l THE UfE Of THE PAiTY- ENJOY 
A U'iTIME OF FUN and PLfASUMI foxll Ihr.li wh.r. In. .sqwtiil. lorn 
quality pi in. Oandelitr hot your fnandt *nfhuiioili»illy applauding. 
E»*ryan* will admlr* you, isimt Ni**'!! martrol ai yeut now found obii 
lly. Ttioy'lt <,«ndar hew you l.on.o to ploy lik. a piottiiionat 10 quickly 
and aairiy. 

HO OTHIR lYlTUa MAKES IT SO EAIYI Ju.i pick ih. uring o«r th. 
'■"' COtO* GUIDE a. Ih. COkO«EB NOTE an th. long ,n,*1. No gu.i, 
ing er hil-or-nln method - but o iritd and provan lyitem ihol gueronloei 
la ho»« you ploying iMionrly - », (I cotll you nothing! 

TOU OET GONPOLtf K AND f VEKYTHING YOU NEED At U THE PtICE 
OF JUST LESSONS ON OTHEI INSTPUMSNTSI Ttn. Gondallaf . mognili 
com tana torn., t, Bm % i M ,t,i no> that ei* tun.d end i*ody to play 
Mod. ■( ipacially i.lttl.d lint audi - polithid and hondcrdft.d by 
•«p«rti la a lo.oriom, Ivilroui MnliH. Dacoratid »ilh ottrotlly. r*d 
loul. and tord with iitlml.a hsndt*. Comat with I* pog. book with 
27 tongi. Con bo ployed on lap or hanging tram vhouTdir— indoor* or 
outdoor*. ___^_^____ _^___^__ k 




SEND NO MONiY- 
tO VAYtm TRIAL! 




Hmimt hoi an inilrurnonl twilh pref«i|lonal ' 
fort* quality life* thv Gondolior b*»n oi!«r«d 
at lri# mcrtdibl* low pi.it of only H.Qa. Yaw 
moil bo dollghled or teljffl within 10 dafi far rotund of ftril purchaia 
udor our MONEY HACK GUARANnEJ limirod quantity mw 
okoJoblo. Whilt supply fails nail cHej. of money Order for $4.9| to. 

■*» ***■■ «^i» **_■• ■* IM ■*■»• «■*-> ajpjajaja; *a«_B *^" ■»)■■■ ■*•■ <■■■ i^Bl. a^Bl ■■■ »^BB ■■ 

HUMBOLO COMPANY. Dipt. 60O 
111 Cast 33 Strut. Npw Y«k 19. N. Y. 

Ship my GONDOUEfend FPEE lOOK al 3? "Celai-noloi' 
■ ongi immadiafoly. I win pay poitman S*9& plui paMogo 
chargn. (SAVE «tf. Encleir J4 «» now ond •< pay pon 
ag»:| II not dallflhlad, I may rotufn Jt within 10 dayi lor 



S^g/'iA l 



rolutid. 



Addrtii^. 

Cirr & Zona- 



NARFSTffl 
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